
l

r' "V - -

Ul

Efr
jr

NEWS-HERAL- D, HILLSBORO, O. THURSDAY, JULY 19. 1894.

IMPS THAT PUS
IN THE NIGHT.

Bj BEATRICE HAlBADElf.

CHAPTER XL
"if one has made the one great sacri- -

ncK."
There was o sulcldo in tlio Kurhaua ono

afternoon. A Dutchman, Vandervolt, had
received rather a bad account of himself
from tho doctor a few day previously, and
in a fit of depression, so It was thought,
he had put a bullet through his head. It
had occurred through Marie's unconscious
agency. She found him lying on his sofa
when sho went as usual to tnko him his
afternoon glass of milk. Ho asked her to
give him a packet which was on tho top
shelf of his cupboard.

"Willingly," sho said, and sho Jumped
nimbly on tho chair and gavohlmtho case.

''Anything more?" sho asked kindly as
Bho watched him draw himself up from tho
sofa. Sho thought at the tlmo that ho
looked wild and strange. But then, as sho
pathetically said afterward, who did not
look wild and strange In tho Kurhaus?

"Yes," ho ald. "Hero are 5 francs for
you."

She thought that rather unusual, too,
but C francs, especially coming unexpect-
edly llko that, were n(jt to bo despised,
nnd Mario doturmlncd to send them off o
that muttcrll nt homo In tho nut brown
chalet at Grusch.

So sho thanked Mynheer van Vunder-rel- t
and went oft to tho pantry to drink

somo cold tea which tho English people
had left nnd to clean tho lamps. Huving
dono that and knowing that tho matron
was busily engaged cairylngou a flirtation
with a young Frenchman, Mario took out
her writing materials and began a letter
to her old mother. Thcso peasants know
how to lovo each other, nnd somo of them
know how to tell each other too. Marie
knew. And sho tol J her mother of tho
gifts she was bringing home, tho littlo
nothings given her by tho guests.

She was very happy writing this letter.
The littlo nut brown homo roso before her.

"Ach," she said, "how I long to bo
homel"

And then sno put aown her pen and
sighed.

"Ach," sho said, "and when I'm there I
shall long to bo here. Da wo ich nlcht
bin, da 1st das gluck."

Mario was something of a philosopher.
Suddenly sho heard tho report of a pis-

tol, followed by a second report. Sho
dashed out of her littlo pantry and ran In
the direction of tho sound. Sho saw Warli
In tho passage. Ho was looking scared,
and his letters had fallen to the ground.
He pointed to No. 54.

It was tho Dutchman's room.
Help arrived. The door was forced open,

nnd Vandervcltwas found dead. The case
from which ho had taken tho pistol was
lying on the sofa. When Mario saw that,
sho knew that sho had been an uncon-
scious accomplice. Her tender heart over-
flowed with grief. While othors wcro lift-
ing him up sho leaned her head against tho
wall and sobbed.

"It was my fault; It was my fault!" sho
cried. "I gavo him the case. But how
was I to know?"

They took her away and tried to com-
fort her, but it was all In vain.

"And lie gave me 5 francs," sho sobbed.
"I shudder to think of them."

It was all In vain that Warli gavo her a
letter for which sho hod been longing for
many days.

"It is from your muttcrll," ho said as
ho put it Into her hands. "I give it will-

ingly 1 don't llko tho looks of ouo or two
of tho letters I havo to give you, Marie-che-

That Hans w rites to you. Con-

found him!"
But nothing could cheer her. Warli

went nway shaking his curly he.ul sadly,
shocked at tho death ot the Dutchman and
shocked utAIaile's sorrow. And tho cheery
little postman did not do much whistling
that evening.

Bernuuliuo heard of Mario's troublo and
rang for her to come. Mnrlo answered tho
bell, looking the picture of misery. Her
kind face was tear stained, and her only
voice was a sob.

Bernardino drew tho girl to her.
"Poor old Muric, "she whispered. "Como

and cry your kind heart out, und then
you will feel better. Sit by mo hero nnd
don't try to speak. And I will jnako you
somo tea in truo English fashion, and you
must take It hot, unditwVldo you good."

Tho simplo sisterly kindness nnd silent
sympathy soothed Mnrio nfter a time. Tho
sobs ceased and tho tears also. And Marie
put her hand in her pocket and gavo Ber-
nardino tho 5 francs.

'Frmilcin Holme, I hato them," she
said. "I could nover keep them. How
could I send them now to my old mother?
They would bring her ill luck indeed
they would."

Tho matter was solved by Bernardino
in a masterly fashion. Sho suggested that
Mnrio should buy flowers with tho money
nnd put them on the Dutchman's coflin.
This Idea comforted Mario beyond Bcrnar-dine'- s

most sanguino expectations.
"A beautiful tin wreath," sho said sev-

eral times. "I know tho exact kind. When
my father died, wo put ono on his grave."

That samo evening, during tablo d'hote, i

ucrnaruino tout tno uisagrccnnio Aian ino
history of tho afternoon. Ho had been de-

veloping photographs and had heard noth
lng. Ho seemed very littlo interested in
her relation of tho suicide and merely re-

marked;
"Well, thero's ono person less In tho

world."
"I think you mako these remarks from

habit," Bernardino said quietly, and sho
went on with her dinner, attempting no
further conversation with him. Sho her-
self had been much moved by tho sad oc-

currence. Every ono In tho Kurhaus was
moro or less upset, and there was a thought
ful, anxious expression on more than one
ordinarily thoijghtloss face.

Tho little French dunseusowas quiet;
the Portuguese ladles were decidedly tear-
ful; tho vulgar German baroness was quite
depressed; the comedian at tho Belgian
tablo ate his dinner in silence. In fact,
there was a weight prcsslngUowu on all.
Was it really possible, thought, Bernar-dln- e,

that Robert Allltscn was tho only
ono there unconcerned and unmoved? She
bad seen him In a different light among
his friends, the country folk, but it was
Just a gllmpso which had not lasted long.
The young hcartedncss, tho geniality, tho
sympathy which had so astonished her
during their day's outing astonished her
still moro by their total disappearance.
The gruffness had returned, or had It never
been absent? The lovelessnesft. and lcaden-neb- s

of his temperament had once more
asserted themselves, or was It that they
had never for ono slnglo day been In the
background?

These thoghts passed through her mind
as he sat next to her reading his paper-t- hat

paper bleb, ha neer passed oa to
any on. She hardened her heart against
him. There was no need for 111 health anl

disappointment to have "brought any ono
to a miserable state of Indifference llko
that. Then sho looked nt his wan face and
frail form, and her heart softened at once.
At the moment when her heart softened to
him ho astonished her by handing hor his
paper. ,

"Horo is something to interest you," ho
said, "an article on 'Realism In Fiction'
or somo uonsenso llko that. You needn't
read It now. I don't want tho paper
again."

"I thought you nover lent anything,"
sho said as sho glanced at the article,
"much less gavo It."

"Giving and lending nro not usually In
my line," ho replied. "I think I told you
onco that I thought selfishness perfectly
desirable and legitimate if ono had ntado
tho ono great sac rl lice."

"Yes," she said eagerly. "I havo often
wondered what you considered the ono
great sacrifice."

"Como out Into the Air," he answered
"and I will tell you."

Sho went to put on lw clonk and hat
and found him waiting for her nt tho top
of tho staircase. They passed out Into tho
beautiful nlht. Tho sky was radiantly
bcjowcled, t. i air crisp and cold and harm-
less to do ill. In tho dlstanco tho yodel-
ling of somo peasants. In tho hotels tho
fun und merriment, sido by side with tho
Buffering nnd hopelessness. In tho dea-
coness' hou tho body of tho Dutchman.
In God's heavens God's stars.

Robert Allltscn nnd Bernardino walked
silently for somo time.

"Well," sho said, "now tell mo."
"Tho ono great sacrifice, " ho said half

to himself, "Is tho going on living one's
llfo for tho sake of another when every-
thing that would seem to mako lifo accept-
able has been wrenched nway, not tho pleas
ures, but the duties and tho possibilities
of expressing ono's energies, either Iv ono
direction or another when, In fact, liv-

ing is only u long, tedious dying. If ono
hns made this sacrifice, everything elso may
bo forgiven."

Ho paused a moment and then contin-
ued:

"Ihnvo mndo this sacrifice; therefore I
consider I havo dono my part without
flinching. The greatest thing I had to
give up I gave up my death. Moro could
not bo required of any one."

Ho paused again, nnd Bernardino was si-

lent from mere nwe.
"But freedom comes nt last," ho said,

"and somo day I shall bo free. When my
mother dies, I shall bo free. Sho Is old. If
I were to die, I should break her heart, or
rather sho would fancy that her heart was
broken. And it comes to tho samo thing.
And I should not llko to give her moro
grief than slio has had. So I am Just wait-
ing. It may bo months or weeks or yea .
But I know how to wait. If I havo not
learned anything else, I havo learned how
to wait. And then"

Bernardino had unconsciously put her
hand on his arm. Her faco was full of
suffering.

"And then?" she asked, with almost
painful eagerness.

"And thon I shall follow your Dutch-
man's example," ho said deliberately.

Bernardino's hand fell from the
M..n's arm.

"You nro cold, you littlo thing," ho
said almost tenderly for him. "You nro
shivering."

"Was I?" sho said, with n short laugh.
"I was wondering when you would get
your freedom and whether you would uso
It in tho fashion you now Intend."

"Why should there bo any doubt?" he
asked.

"Ono always hopes tlicro would bo a
Joubt," sho said, half In a whisper.

Then ho looked up and saw nil tho pain
on the little face.

CHAPTER XII.
TUB MSAOREEADU: MAN MAKES A LOAN.

Tho Dutchman wns buried in tho littlo
cemetery which faced tho hospital. Ma-

rio's tin wreath was placed on tho grave.
And there the matter ended. Tho Kur-
haus guests iecoeml from their depres-
sion; tho German baroness returned to her
buoynnt vulgarity; the little danscuso to
her busy flirtations. Tho French mar-
chioness, celebrated in Paiisinn circles for
her domestic virtues, from which sho was
now taking a holiday, and a very consid-
erable holiday, too, gathcrcf lcr nerves to-

gether again and took renewed pleasure In
tho society of tho Russian gentleman. Tho
French marchioness had already been re-
quested to leave three other hotels in

but it was not ot all probablo that
tho proprietors of tho Kurhaus would havo
presumed to measuro madamo's morality
or immorality. The Kurhaus committee
had a benign indulgence for humanity
provided, of cour.se, that humanity had a
purse an indulgence which somo of tho
English hotels would not havo dono badly
to imitate. There was a btory afloat con-
cerning tho English quarter that a tired
littlo English lady, of no Importance to
look at, probably not rich and probably
not handsome, came to tho most respecta-bl- o

hotel In Petershof, thinking to And
thcro tho peaco and quiet which her wea-
riness required.

But no ono knew who tho little lndy
was, v hence sho had como nnd why. Sho
kopt entirely to herself ond was thankful
for tho luxury of loneliness after bomo
overwhelming borrow.

Ono day sho was requested to go. The
proprietor of tho hotel was distressed, but
ho could not do othcrwlso thnn comply
with tho domands of his guests.

"It Is not known who you are, made-
moiselle," he wild. "And you aru not ap-
proved of. You English nro curious peo-
ple. But what can I do? You have a
cheap room and are a stronger to mo. Tho
others havo expensive apartments and
como year after year. You sco my posi-
tion, raadcinolsello? I am sorry."

So the little tired lady had to go. That
was how tho story went. If was not known
what becamo of her, but It was known
that tho English people- In. tho Kurhaus
tried to pcrsuado her to como to them.
But sho had lost heart and left In distress.

This could not havo happened In tho
Kurhaus, where all wero received on equal
tonus, those about whom nothing was
known and thoso about whom too much
was known. Tho strango mixture and tho
contrasts of character afforded endless
scope for observation and amusement, and
Bernardino, who was dally becoming more
Interested in her surroundings, felt that
sho would havo been sorry to havo ex-
changed her present abodo for tho English
quarter. Tho amusing part of it was that
the English pcoplo in tho Kurhaus were
regarded by their compatriots Jn tbo Eng-
lish quurter as sheep of tho blackest dyel
This wr3 all tho moro ridiculous becauso
with two exceptions flrstly, of Mrs. Ref-fol-

who took nearly all her pleasures
with tho American colony in tho Grand
hotel, and. secondlv. of a Scotch widow
who had returned to Petershof to weep over

I her husband's grave, but put away her
j grief, together with her widow's weeds,
. and consoled herself with a Spanish gen- -

thman with thoso two exceptions, the
little English community In tho Kurhaus

I was most humdrum and harmless, being
occupied, as in the case of the Disagreea

ble Man, wltn cameras ana eoeeae mites,
or in other cases with the sMll more en-

grossing pastime of taking care of one's l'i
health, whether real or fanoled, but jet
on Innocent hobby in Itselt and giving one
absolutely no lolsuro to do anything worse

a great recommendation for any pastime.
This was not Bernardino's occupation.

It was difficult to say what she did with
herself, for sho had not yet followed Rob-
ert Allltsen's advice and taken up some
definite work, and the very fact that she
had no such wish pointed probably to a
state ot health which forbade it.

She, naturally so keen and hardworking,
was content to tnko what tho hour brought,
and tho hour brought various things.
Chess with tho Swedish professor, or Rus-
sian dominoes with tho shriveled up little
Polish governess who always tried to cheat
and who clutched her tiny winnings with
precisely tho samo greediness shown by
tho Alonto Carlo femnlo gamblers. Or the
hour brought a stroll with tho French
danscuso and her poodle, and a conversa-
tion about tho moro trivialities of life,
which a year or two, or oven a few months
ago, Bornnrdlno woifd havo condemned as
beneath contempt, but which wcro now
taking their rightful placo in her now
standard of Importances, for somo na-

tures leurn, with greater difficulty and nft-

er greater delay thnn others, that tho real
Importances of our cxistenco nro tho noth-
ingnesses of everyday life, tho nothing-
nesses which tho philosopher In his study,
reasoning about nnd analyzing human
character, Is apt to overlook, but which
nevertheless mako him nnd every ono clso
moro of a humnn reality nnd less of nn ab-

straction. And Bcrnnrdlne, hitherto occu-

pied with so called Intellectual pursuits,
with problems of tho study, of no valuo to
tho great world outside tlio study, or with
social problems of tho great world, great
movements nnd great questions, was now
Just beginning to appreciate tho valuo of
tho littlo Incidents of that samo great
world. Or tho hour brought Its own
thoughts, and Bernardino found herself
constantly thinking of tho Dlsagreeablo
Man, always In sorrow and always with
sympathy and sometimes with tenderness.

When ho told her about tho ono sacrifice,
sho could havo wished to wrap him round
with lovo and tenderness. If ho could only
have known Hi ho had never been so near
lovo as then. Sho had suffered so much
herself, and with Increasing weaknesses
had so wished to put off tlio burden of the
flesh that her wholo heart went out to him.

Would ho get his freedom, sho won-
dered, and would ho uso It? Sometimes
when sho was with him sho would look up
to see whether sho could read tho answer
In his face, but sho never saw any varia-
tion of expression there, nothing to give
her oven a suggestion. But this sho no-

ticed tliat there was a marked variation
in his manner, and that when ho had been
rough In bearing or bitter In speech he
made silent amends nt the earliest oppo-
rtunity by being less rough nnd less bitter.
She felt this was no small conrcsslon on
tho part of tho Dlsagreeablo Man.

Ho was particularly dlsagrocnblo on tho
day when tho Dutchman was burled, and
so tho following day when Bernardino met
him In tho little English library sho was
not surprised to find him almost kindly.

Ho had chosen tho hook which sho want--

cd, but ho gavo It up to her at onco .with-
out any grumbling, though Bcrnnrdlne ex-

pected him to change his mind before they
left tlio library.

"Well," ho said as they walked along
together, "and havo you recovered from
tho death of the Dutchman?"

"Havo you recovered, rather let mo
ask?" she said. "You wcro In a horrid
mood lnsi night."

"I was feeling wretchedly 111, '"ho said
quietly.

That wns tho first time ho had ever
to his own health.

"Not that tlicro is any need to mako an
excuse," he continued, "for I do not rec-
ognize that there is any necessity to con-

sult ono's surroundings and alter tho in-

clination of one's mind accordingly. Still,
as a matter of fact, I felt very ill."

"And today?" sho asked.
"Today 1 am myself again," ho an-

swered quickly, "that usual normal self
of mine, whatever that may mean. I
slept well, and I dreamed of you. I can't
say that I had been thinking of you,

I had not. But I dreamed that wo
wero children together nnd playmates.
Now, that was very odd, becauso I was a
lonely child und never hnd any playmates. "

1 And I was lonely, too," said Bernar-
dino.

'Every ono Is lonely," ho said, "but ev-
ery ono does not know it."

"But now nnd again tho knowledge
comes llko a revelation," sho said, "and
wo realize that wo stand practically alono,
out of uny ono's reach for help or comfort.
When yqu como to think of it, too, how
littlo ublo wo nro to explain ourselves!
When y5u havo wanted to say something
which was burning within you, havo you
not noticed on tho face of tho listener that
unmistakable look of uoncomprehension
which throws you back on yourself? That
is ono of tho moments when the soul
knows Its own loneliness."

Robert Allltscn looked up nt her.
"You littlo thing," ho sold, "you put

things neatly sometimes. You havo felt,
haven't you?"

"I suppose so," sho said. "But that Is
truo of most people."

"I beg your pardon," ho nnswerod,
"most peoplo neither think nor feol un-

less they think they havo an acho, and then
they feel it!"

"I believe," said Bernardino, "that
thcro is mora thinking and feeling than one
generally supposes."

"Well. I cun't bo bothered with that
now," ho said. "And you Interrupted mo
about my dream. That Is an annoying
habit you have."

"Go on," sho said. "I apologize."
"I dreamed wo woro children together

nnd playmnteb," ho continued. "Wo woro
not at' all happy together, but still we wcro
playmates. There was nothing we did
not quarrel about. You wcro disagreeable,
and I was spiteful. Our greatest dispute
was over a Christmas tree. And that was
odd, too, for I have never seen a Christ-
mas tree."

"Well?" sho said, for ho had paused.
"What a long tlmo you take to tell a sto-
ry!"

"You woro not called Bornordlno," he
said. "You were called by somo ordinary,
senslblo name. I don't remember what.
But you were very dlsagreeablo. That I
remember well. At last you disappeared,
and I went about looking for you. 'If I
can find something to causo a quarrel,' I
said to myself, 'she will come back.' So I
went and smashed your doll's head. But
you did not come back. Then I set on fire
your doll's houso. But even that did not
bring you back, Nothing brought you
back. That was my. dream. I hopo you
are not offended. Not that It makes any
difference If you are."

Bernardino laughed.
"I am sorry that I should have been

such an unpleasant playmate," she said."It was a good thing I did disappear.' r
"Perhaps it was," he said. "Then

wouia nave box a terrible scene about
i)

iT"'3w o

aoii'a noaa. An oaa tmng tor me to aream
about Christmas trees and dolls and play-
mates, especially when I went to sleep
thinking about my new camera."

"You have a new camera?" sho asked.
"Yes,',', ho answered, "and a beauty too.

Would you llko to soo It?"
She expressed si wish to soo It, and when

thoy reached 'tho Kurhaus sho went with
him up to his beautiful room, where ho
spent his tlmo In the company of his

and his chomlcal bottles and his
photographic possessions.

"If you sit down and look at those pho-
tographs, I will mako you some tea," ho
said. "Thcro is tho camera, but please
not to touch It until I am ready to show
It myself."

She watched him preparing tho tea. He
did everything so daintily, this Dlsagree-
ablo Man. Ho put n handkerchief on tho
tnblo to serve for nu afternoon teacloth,
and a tiny vase of violets formed tho

Ho had nu cups, but he polished
up two tumblers, and no housemaid could
havo been more partlculur about their
glossiness. Th'ou ho boiled the water and
mndo tho tea. Onco sho offered to help
him. but ho shook his head.

"Kindly not jf lnterfcro," he said
grimly. "No onoennmnko tea better thnn
lean."

After ten thoy began tho inspection of
tho now camora, and Robert Allltscn
showed her ull tho newest Improvements.
Ho did not seem to think much of her In-
telligence, for ho explained ovorythlng as
though ho wcro talking to a child, until
Bernardino rather lost patience.

"You need not enter Into such elaborate
explanations," sho suggested. "I havo a
small nmount of intelligence, though you
do not seem to detect it."

Ho looked at her as ono might look at
an impatient child.

"Kindly not to Interrupt mo," he re-
plied mildly. "How very impatient you
nro! And how restless! What must you
hnvo been llko before you fell 111?"

But ho took tho hint all tho samo and
shortened his explanations, and as Bernar-
dino was gcnulnoly interested ho was well
satisfied. From time to tlmo ho looked at
his old camera and at his companion, nnd
from tho expression of uuenso on his faco
It was evident that some contest wns go-
ing on in his mind. Twlco ho stood near
his old camera and turned round to Ber-
nardino, Intending to mako some remark.
Thon he changed his mind and walked ly

to tho other end of tho room, as
though to seek advice from his chemical
bottles.' Bernardino meanwhile hnd risen
from her chair nnd was looking out of tho
window.

"You havo alovely view," sho said. "It
must bo nice to look nt that when you are
tired of dissecting cheese mites. All tho
samo, I think tho white scenery gives ono
a great senso of sadness and loneliness."

"Why do you speak always of loneli-
ness?" ho asked.

"I havo been thlnklnga good deal about
It," sho sold. "When I was strong and
vigorous, tho idea of loneliness nover en-

tered my mind. Now I see how lonely
most peoplo are. If I believed in God ns a
personal God, I should bo Inclined to think
that loneliness wcro part of his scheme, so
that tho soul of man might turn to him
and him alone."

Tho Dlsagreeablo Man was standing by
his camera again. His decision wns made.

"Don't think about thoso questions, "ho
said kindly. "Don't worry and fret too
much about tho philosophy of life. Leavo
philosophy alono and lako to photography
Instead. Here, I will lend you my old
camera."

"Do you mean that?" sho asked, glanc-
ing at him in astonishment.

"Of courso I mean it," ho said.
He looked remarkably pleased with him-

self, und Bernardino could not help smil-
ing. Ho looked justns a child looks when
ho has gicn up a toy to another child and
Is conscious that ho has behoved himself
rather well.

"I am very much obliged to you," sho
said frankly. "I havo hud a great wish to
learn photography."

"I might have lent my camera to you
before, mightn't I?" ho said thoughtfully.

"No," sho uuswercd. "Thcro was not
nny reason."

"No," ho said, with a kind of relief,
"thcro was not any reason. That is quite
true."

"When will you glvo mo my first les-

son?" sho asked. "Perhaps, though, you
would liko to wait a few days, lu caso you
chango your mind."

'It takes mo bomo tlmo to mako up my
mind," ho replied, "but I do not chango
It. So I will givo you your first lesson to-

morrow. Only you must not bo impatient.
You must consent to bo taught. You can-
not possibly know ovcrything. "

Thoy fixed a time for tho morrow, and
Bernardino went off with tho camera, and
meeting Mario on tlio htulrcaso confided o
her tho piece of good fortuno which had
befallen her. .

"Seowhat Herr Allltscn has lent me,
Marie!" sho said.

Mario raised her hands in astonishment.
"Who would havo thought such a thing

of Herr Allltscn?" said Marie. "Why, ho
docs not llko lending mo a match."

Bernardino laughed and passed on to her
room.

And tho Dlsagreeablo Man meanwhllo
was cutting n new soicntlflo book which
had Just como from England. Ho spent a
good deal of money on himself. He was
soon absorbed in tills book and much In-

terested in tho diagrams.
Suddenly ho looked up to tho corner

where the old camera had stood before
Bernardino took it away In triumph.

"I hopo sho won't hurt that camera,"
he said a littlo uneasily. "I am half Eorry
that"

Then a kinder mood took possession of
him. .

"Well, nt least It will keep her from
fussing and fretting nnd thinking. Still
I hopo sho won't hurt It."

CHAPTER XIII.
A DOMESTIC SCENE.

One afternoon when Mrs. Reffold came
to say goodby to hor husband before goUg
out for tho usual sledgo drive ho surprised
her by his unwonted manner.

"Tnko your cloak off," ho said sharply.
"You cannot go for your drlvo this after-
noon. You don't often glvo up your tlmo
to roe. You must do so today. "

She was so astonished that sho at onco
laid aside her cloak and hat and touched
tho boll.

"Why, are you ringing?" Mr. Reffold
asked testily.

"To send a message of excuse," Bho an-
swered, with provoking chcorfulncss.

Sho scribbled something on a card and
gavo It to the servant who answered tht
bell.

"Now," she said, with great sweetness
of manner. And she sat down besldo him,
drew out her fancy work and worked away
contentedly. She would havo made a
charming study of a devoted wife soothing
a much loved husband in his hours of slok-bo- m

and weariness.
"Do you mind giving up your drive?"

he asked.
"Not la the least," she replied. "I am

tUMotUedoUut."

"You soon get tired of things, Wini-

fred," ho said.
"Yes, I do," was the answer. "I am so

easily bored. I am quite tired of this
plaoe."

"You will havo to stay hero ,a little long-

er," ho said, "and then you will bo free to
go where you choose. I wish I could die
quicker for you, Winifred. "

Mrs. Reffold looktd up from her em-
broidery.

"You will get better soon," she said.
"You nro better."

"Yes, you'vo helped a good deal to make
me better," ho said blttorly. "You have
been a most unselfish person, haven't yon?
You havo given mo every care and atten-
tion, haven't you?"

"You seem to mo la a very strango mood
today," sho said, looking puzzled. "I
don't understand you."
, Mr. Roffold laughed.

"Poor Winifred," he said. "If It Is over
your lot toj fall 111 and bo neglected, per-
haps then you will think of mo."

"Neglected?" sho said In somo surprise.
"What do you mean? I thought you had
everything you wonted. Tho nurso brought
excellent testimonials. I was careful in
tho cholco of her. You havo nover com-
plained before. "

Ho turned wearily on his sido and made
no answer, and for somo tlmo thcro was
sllcnco between them. Then ho watched
her ns sho bent over her embroidery.

"You arc very beautiful, Winifred," he
said quietly, "but you are n selfish wom-
an. Has It over struck you that you nro
selfish?"

Mrs. Reffold gavo no reply, but sho made
n resolution to write to her particular
friend nt Cannes and confldo to hor how
very trying Ivor husband had become.

"I suppose it is part of his illness," she
thought meekly. "But it Is hard to have
to bear It."

And Mrs. Reffold pitied herself pro-
foundly. Sho stitched sincere pity for her-
self Into that pleco of embroidery.

"I remember you telling me," contin-
ued Mr. Reffold, "that sick pcoplo repell-
ed you. That was when I was strong and
vigorous. But sinco I have been ill I have
often recalled your words. Poor Wini-
fred) You did not think thon thnt you
would havo an invalid husband on your
hands. Well, you wcro not intended for
sickroom nursing, and you have not tried
to be what you wcro not Intended for.
Perhaps you wero right, after all."

"I don't know why you should bo so un-
kind today," Mrs. Reffold said, with

patience. "I can't understand you.
You havo never spoken liko this before."

"No," ho srJd, "but I havo thought llko
this before. All tho hours that you havo
left mo lonely I havo been thinking llko
this, with my heart full of bitterness
against you, until that littlo girl, that Lit-
tlo Brick, camo along."

After that it was somo tlmo before he
spoke. Ho was thinking of his Littlo
Brick, and of all tho pleasant hours ho had
spent with her, and of tho kind, wlso words
she had spoken to him, nn ignorant fel-

low. Sho was something llko a compan-
ion.

So ho went on thinking, nnd Mrs. Ref-
fold went on embroidering. Sho was now
feeling herself to bo almost a heroine It
Is a very easy matter to mako oneself Into
a heroine or a martyr. Selfish, neglectful?
What did ho mean? Oh, it was just part
of his illness. Sho must go on bearing her
burden as sho had borno it theso many
months. Her rightful position was in a
London ballroom, instead of which sho
had to bo shut up in nn Alpine village a
hard lot It was littlo enough pleasure
sho could get, and apparently her husband
grudged her that.

His manner to her tins afternoon was
not such as to encourago her to stay in
from her drlvo on another occasion. To-

morrow sho would go sledging.
That flash of light whloh reveals our-

selves to ourselves had not yet come to
Mrs. Reffold.

Sho looked nt her husband nnd thought
from his rcstfulncss that ho had gone to
sleep, and sho was Just beginning to writo
to that particular friend at Cannes to toll
her what a trial sho was undergoing when
Mr. Reffold called her to his side.

"Winifred," ho said gently, nnd there
was tenderness in his voice and lovo 'writ-
ten on his face, "Winifred, I am Eorry if
I havo been sharp to you. Littlo Brick
says wo mustn't como down liko sledge
hammers on each other, and that is what
I havo been doing this afternoon. Per-
haps I havo been hard. I am such an ill-

ness to myself that 1 must bo an Illness to
others too. And you weren't meant for
this sort of thing, wcro you? You nro n
bright, beautiful creature, and I am an
unfortunate dog not to havo been ablo to
make you happier. I knovr I am Irrita-
ble. I can't help mysolf; Indeed I can't."

This groat, long fellow was so yearning
for lovo and sympathy.

What would It not havo been to him if
sho had gathered him into her arms nnd
soothed ull his irritability and suffering
with her lovo?

But sho pressed his hand and kissed him
lightly on tho check and told him that ho
had been a littlo sharp, but that sho quite
understood, and that sho was not hurt.
Her charm of manner gavo him somo satis-
faction, and when Bernardino camo in a
few minutes later sho found Mr. Reffold
looking hnpi'tcr ond moro contented than
sho had over seen him. Mrs. Reffold,
who wns relieved at tho Interruption, re-

ceived Bernardino warmly, though thcro
was a certain amount of shyness which
sho had nover been ablo to couquor In Ber
nardino's presence. There was something
In tlio younger woman which quelled Mrs.
Reffold. It may havo been somo mental
quality, or it may havo been her boots.

"Littlo Brick," said Mr, Reffold, "isn't
it nice to lmi-- o Winifred hero? And I have
been so disagreeable and snappish."

"Oh, wo won't bay anything about thnt
now," said Mrs. Reffold, smiling sweetly.

"But I've said I am sorry," ho contin-
ued. "And ono can't do more."

"No," said Bernardino, who was amused
at tho notion of Mr. Reffold apologizing
to Mrs. Reffold, and of Mrs. Reffold posing
as tho gracious forglver, "one can't do
moro." But sho could not control her feel-

ings, and sho laughed.
' You seem rather merry this afternoon, "

Mr. Reffold said in a reproachful tone of
voice.

1 'Yes, "sho said. And sho laughed again.
Mrs. Reffold's forgiving graciousness had
altogether upset her gravity.

"You might nt least tell us the Joko,"
Mrs. Reffold said.

Bernardino looked nt her hopelessly and
laughod again.

"I huvo boon dcvoloplngphOTOgrophs all
tho afternoon," she said, "and I suppose
tho closeness of tho air and tho badness of
my negatives havo been too much for me.
Anyway I know I must seem very rude."

She recovered herself after that and tried
hard not to think of Mrs. Reffold as tho
dispenser of forgiveness, although It was
some .tlnio before sho could look at her
hostess without wishing to laugh. The
corners of her mouth twitched, and her
brown eyes twinkled mischievously, and
she iDoke Terr MDldlr. making fun of her

! tat attoincta at gfaoioanBlur and criti

cising herself so comically that both Mr.
and Mrs. Reffold were muoh amused.
, All the same Bernardino was relieved

when Mrs. Reffold went to fetch soma
silks and loft her with Mr. Reffold.

"I'am very happy this afternoon, Little
Brick," ho said to her. "My wife has
beon.slttlng with me. But Instead of en-

joying tho pleasure as I ought to have
dono I began 'to find fault with her. I
don't know how long I should not have
gone on grumbling but that I suddenly
recollcoted what you taught me that we
wero not to come down like sledgo ham-
mers on each other's fallings. When I
remembered that, It was quite easy to for-
give all the neglect and thoughtlessness.
Sinco you havo talked to me, Littlo Brick,
everything has becomo caster to mo."

"It is something In your own mind
which has worked this," she said, "your
own kind, generous mind, and you put It
down to my words."

But ho snook his head.
"If I know of nny poor unfortunate

devil that wanted to bo cased and com-
forted," ho said, "I should tell htm about
you, Littlo Brick. You havo been vory
good to mo. You may bo clevor, but you
havo nover worried my stupid brain with
too much scholarship. I'm just an igno-
rant chap, and you'vo never let mo feel it."

Ho took her hand and raised it reverent-
ly to his lips.

"I say," ho continued, "toll my wlfo it
mado mo happy to havo her with mo this
afternoon. Then perhaps sho will stay In
another time. I should llko her to know.
And sho was sweet in her manner, wasn't
sho? And, by Jovo, sho is beautiful! I
am glud you have seen her hore today. It
must bo dull for her with an Invalid like
me. And I know I nm irritable Go and
tell her that sho made me happy, will
you?"

Tho littlo bit of happiness at whloh the
poor fellow snatched scorned to make him
moro pathotlo than beforo. Bernardino
promised to tell his wife and went off to
find her, making ns an excuse a book
which Airs. Reffold had offered to lend
hor. Mrs. Reffold was In hor bedroom.
Sho asked Bernardino to sit down Whllo
sho searched for tho book. Sho had a very
gracious manner when she ohose. "You
are looking much' better, Miss Holme,"
Bho said kindly. "I cannot-hel- noticing
your face. It looks younger and brighter.
The braolng air has dono you good."

"Yes, lam better," Bornnrdlno said,
rather astonished that Mrs. Reffold should
havo noticed her at all. "Mr. Allltsou In-
forms mo thnt I shall livo, but nover bo
strong. Ho settles every question of that
sort to his own satisfaction, but not always
to tho satisfaction of other peoplo!"

"Ho Is a curious person," Mrs. Reffold
said, smiling, "though I must say ho Is
not quite as gruff as he used to be. Jfou
seem to bo good frionds with him."

She would have liked to say more on
this subject, but experience had taught
hor that Bernardino was not to bo trifled
with.

"I don't know about being good
friends," Bernardino said, "but I have a
groat sympathy for him. I know myself
what It is to bo cut off from work nnd o

life. I hnvo been through a misery.
But mino is nothing to his."

Sho rose to go, but Mrs. Reffold detain-
ed her.

"Don't go yet," sho said. "It is pleas-
ant to havo you."

Sho was leaning back in nn armchair,
playing with tho frlngo of nil antimacas-
sar. '

"Oh, how tired I nm of this horrid
placpl" sho said suddenly. "And I havo
had n most wearying afternoon. Air. Ref-
fold seems to be mora trrltalila a
It" is very hard thnt I' should have to bear
it."

Bernardino listened to, her in astonish-
ment.

"Yes," sho added, "I am quite worn
out. Ho nover used to bo so irritable. It
is nil very tiresome. It is quite telling on
my health."

Sho looked tho picture of health.
Bernardino gasped, nnd Airs. Reffold

continued:
"His grumbling this afternoon has been

incessant so much so that ho himself
was ushomed and asked mo to forglvo him.
You heard him, didn't you?"

"Yes, I heard him," Bernardino said.
"And of course I forgnvo him at once,"

Mrs. Reffold bald piously. "Naturally ouo
would do that, but tho vexation remain?
all tho bamo."

"Can thoso things bo?" thought Bernar-
dino to herself.

"Ho spoko In a most ridiculous vay,"
sho went on. "It certainly Is not encour-
aging for mo to spend another afternoon
with him. I shall go sledging tomorrow."

"You generally do go sledging, don't
you?" Bernardino asked mildly.

Airs. Reffold looked at her suspiciously.
Sho was never quite suro that Bcrnardlne
was not making fun of her.

"It Is littlo enough pleasure I do havo, "
she added as though In self defense. "And
ho seems to grudge mo that too."

"I don't think ho would grudgo you
anything," Bernardino said, with some
warmth. "Ho loves you too much for that.
You don't know how much pleasure you
glvo him when you sparo him a littlo of
your time. Ho told mo how happy you
made him this afternoon. You could seo
for yourself that ho was happy. Mrs. Ref-
fold, mako him happy whllo you still havo
him. Don't you understand that he is
passing nway from you don't you under-
stand, or Is it that you won't? Wo nil see
It nil except you."

Sho stopped suddenly, surprised at hor
boldness.

Mrs. Reffold was still leaning back in
tho armchair, her hands clasped together
above hor beautiful head. Her face was
pale. Sho did not speak. Bcrnnrdlne
waited. Tho sllonco was unbroken save
by the merry cries of somo children tobog-
ganing in tho Kurhaus garden. Tho still-
ness grew oppress! vo, and Bernardino rose.
Sho know from tho effort which those few
words had cost lisr how far removed she
was from her old former self.

"Goodby, Mrs. Roff old," sho said nerv-
ously.

"Goodby, AIlss Holme," was tho only
answer.

TO HE CONTINUED,

T. F. Anthony, of
Promise City,' Iowa, says: "I bought
one bottle of 'Mystic Cure' for rheum-
atism and two doses of it did me more
good than all the medicine I ever took."
Sold by W. R. Smith & Co., Druggista,
Hillsboro, Ohio.

. .
When you see a counterfeit coin on

the sidewalk always pick it up. You
are liable to arrest if you try to pass it.

8hiloh's Cure, the great Cough and
Group Cure, is in great demand. Pocket
size contains' twenty-fir- e doses only 25c.

' Oluldrea love it. Sold by Seybert A Co

A . ,, .
xW ifl U,-- l j.i V .

w ; t3faC
--LU3

I

I I

H
Wv

9
'

Jl


